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So did French literary art.   It remained
on its pedestal, and treated with infinite
refinement the problems of yesterday. There
is hardly a modern French author in the
sense of one who had strength enough to
reach beyond the subtle reflections of the
individual or the eternal conflicts of people
in love: conflicts within one's own sensitive
self,  conflicts in  the  sphere  of surfeited,
snobbish and sophisticated sex.   The Great
War created a diversion, but it did not last,
French art reverted to the expression of the
suffering of highbrow souls for highbrow
salons, tedious and false, while at the same
time it treated the masses to stupid vaude-
villes and an endless stream of vulgar songs.
Completely commercialised, it was  prone
to every form of corruption.   The French
cinema, despite some outstanding achieve-
ments, was conspicuous for its waste of talent.
The French Press was known to be the vilest
of any civilised country, and the proof it was
to give, during and after the war, of its lack
of moral qualities was appalling.
French education still stuck to Racine and
punctilious grammar; it culminated in the
Academie Franchise, that most reactionary
of all French institutions which the old
bureaucrats of I'esprit, those senile heirs of